
- The T woftohle Kinsmen, 

AH deert natures childretr.fweete- 
Ly fore Bride and Bridegrooms fette Strew 

Blefftngtheir fence. Viewers'. 

Tfot An angle of the aire. 

Bird melodious, or hirdfaire 9 
Is ah fent hence. 

The Cr ore .the flaundrous (fuchoeywr 
The ho ding Zaven, nor Clough hee 
Nor chattring Pie, 

May on our Bridehoufe fear eh or png t 
Or with them any difeord bring 
Tut from it fly. 

Enter $ . Jgueenes in Blache. .with vailesflaiud; with impi. 
riall CroWnes.The \. ^ueenefals doyenc at thtfeoteef 
Thefew,The i.fals downe at the foote ofHypolita, Jht 
$. before Emilia. 

1. fflu. For pitties fake and true gentilities, 
Heare,and refped me. 

2 . jQu. _For your Mothers fake, 

And as you wifh your vvomtrnray ifarfy^Tviib faire ones,’ 
Heare and refpe& me, 

3 • Jig. Now for the love ofhim whom love hath madid 
The honour ofyotr Bed, and for the fake 
Of clecre virginity, be Advocate 
For us, and our diftreffes.- This good deede 
Shall raze you out o’th Booke ofTrefpaffcs 
All you are fet downc there. 

7 he feus. Sad Lady life,- 
\ Hypol. Stand up. 

Emil. No knees to me. 

What woman I may fteed that is diftreft, 

Does bind me to her. 

Thof. What’s your regueft? Deliver you for all. 
i . Qt*‘ W e are 3 .Queencs, whole Scvcraignes fel bcferc 
The wrath of crudl Creon ; who endured 
The Beakes of Ravens, Tallents of the Rights, ^ 
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And pecks of Crowes, in the fowle folds of Thebs. 

He will not fuffet us to burne then bones 
To urne their afhcs.nor to take th offrnce 
Ofmortall loathfomenes from the bleft eye 
of holy Phabtu, but infe&* the wmdes 
With Bench of our flaine Lords. O P^^ufe, 

Thou purser of the earth, dt aw thy feard Sword 
That does good turnes to’th world jgive us the Bones 
Ofour dead Kings, that we may Chappell them; 

And of thy boundles goodnes take fome note 
That for our crowded header we have no roote. 

Save this which is the Lyons, and the Beares, 

And vault to every thing. 

Thef. Pray you kneelc not, , 

I was tranfported with yourSpeecb,andfurrer d 
Your knees to wrong themfelvesj I have heard the fortunes 
Of your dead Lords, which gives me fuch lamenting 
As wakes my vengeance* and revenge for eta* 

King fapaneus, was your Lord the day 
That he fhould marry you, at fuch a feafon, 

As now it is with rac,I met yout Groome, 

By CMarfis cAltaryou were that time faire; 

Not lunos Mantle fairer then your TrefTes, 

Notin more bounty fpread her.Your wheaten wreathe 
Was then not tbrcafhd.nor blafted ; Fortune at you 
Dimpled her Chceke with finiles : Hercules our kinefitun 
(Then weaker than your eies)laide by his Club, 

He tumbled downe upon his Nenuan hide 
Andfwore hisfiucws chawd: O gteife,andtimc, 

Fearefull confumers,you will all devouie, 

I, OlhopcfomeGod, 

Some God hath put his mercy in your manhood 
Whereto heel infufepowte, and preffcyQU forth 
Our undertaker. ’ 

The j. O no knees, none Widdow , 

Vnto the Hclmeted-Belona ufe them. 

And pray for me your Souldicr. 

Troubled I am. turnes way. 
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